5i8	A MODERN COMEDY
the hut Michael watched them get out, and thought h
had never seen three more untimely creatures. Bergfeld
came first; having only one suit, he had put it on, and
looked what he was—an actor out of a job. Mrs. Bergfeld
came second, and having no outdoor coat, looked what
she was—nearly frozen. Swain came last. On his
shadowy face was nothing quite so spirited as a sneer ;
but he gazed about him, and seemed to say: ' My
hat!'
Boddick, with a sort of prescience, was absent in the
coppice, ( He,' thought Michael, c is my only joy ! *
Taking them into the kitchen messroom of the hut, he
deployed a thermos of hot coffee, a cake, and a bottle of
rum.
" Awfully sorry things look so dishevelled ; but I think
the hut's dry, and there are plenty of blankets. These
oil-lamps smell rather. You were in the war, Mr. Swain ;
you'll feel at home in no time. Mrs. Bergfeld, you look
so cold, do put some rum into your coffee ; we always do
when we go over the top."
They all put rum into their coffee, which had a marked
effect. Mrs. Bergfeld's cheeks grew pink, and her eyes
darkened. Swain remarked that the hut was a c bit of
all rightJ; Bergfeld began making a speech. Michael
checked him. " Boddick knows all the ropes. I'm afraid
I've got to catch a train ; I've only just time to show you
round."
While whirling back to town afterwards he felt that he
had, indeed, abandoned his platoon just as it was going
over the top. That night he would be dining in Society ;
there would be light and warmth, jewels and pictures,
wine and talk ; the dinner would cost the board of his
* down and outs ' for a quarter at least; and nobody
would give them and their like a thought. If he

